EAST

peculiar and drowsy smell. On the other side of the
court a fruit-seller slept by a pile of yellow melons.
The grain thrown by the pilgrim was all eaten now,
and for a moment the sunshine was dimmed by the
cloud of rising and dispersing birds, gray and green,
with soft gleams like jewels entangled in their plum-
age. Some flew far to the tall white-and-gray
minaret of their mosque, others settled on the cupola
above the fountain. A few, venturous truants, dis-
appeared in the direction of the seraskierat wall, not
far off. The greater number returned to their plane-
tree on the right of the lover and the scribe. And as
the lover suggested, and the scribe wrote from right
to left, the pigeons puffed out their breasts and
cooed, calling other pilgrims to remember that even
the sacred have their carnal appetites, and to honor
the poor widow's memory before going up to the
mosque to pray.

One day I went up the hill toward Yildiz to see the
Selamlik. That morning the sultan was going to
pray in the mosque of wood which Abdul Hamid
built close to the mysterious, walled-in quarter of
* palaces, harems, kiosks, gardens, barracks, and
parks which he made his prison. From the Bosporus
you can see it extending from the hilltop almost to
the sea, a great property, outside the city, yet domi-
nating it, with dense groves of trees in which, wild
animals were kept, with open spaces, with solitary
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